Viewing a KKK Uniform at the Civil Rights Institute
All you can really tell at first is that it was starched. Some Betty Sue, Marge, Jane, some proper girl with a great black iron made those corners sharp. You finally get the courage to use the word when you're sixteen. When you finally wear a real bra and can count on your hips to fit into a skirt the right way. Your tongue is a bit looser these days-you even get the jokes when you're talking with your mom and all the women in her family. When grandmother squeals out a dig at someone you don't know, you find something slippery in it and laugh, finally, with the throat of a woman. Someone 
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